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M. F. H. (justly trate, having himself come carefully rownd edge of seed-field), ‘‘ BLANK IT ALL, ROGERSON, WHAT'S THE GOOD 0’ ME 
TRYING TO KEEP THR FIELD OFF Seeps, AND A FELLOW LIKE YOU COMING SLAP ACROSS 'EM?” 


Hard-riding Farmer. ‘It’s ALL RIGHT. THEY'RE MY OWN! 


COULDN'T FOR VARY SHAM(E) MISS MY OWN SEEADs!” 


An ’VE susT coME owEeR MY Netcnsour’s WHat, AND AR 








TO THE BAYARD OF PEACE. 


“Surely between these two countries (England 
ind Ameriea) there stood an example that there 
was something better than arms, however nobly 
and grandly arms might be illustrated.” 

Mr. Bayard’s Speech at the Farewell Banquet 
in the City.| 


‘Tue Great Ambassador of Peace,” 

So Viscount Prez. has fitly named you! 
When factions pass and wranglings cease, 

The few who have abused or blamed you 
Will own, that in your too short lease 

Of power, nought shamed you! 
“Better than arms”? Aye! arms are good 
In patriot hands; but hearts are better, 
When meeting in true manly mood. 

Frank trust is friendship’s true begetter, 
{nd our sea-sundered Saxon brood 

May nought else fetter ! 
We're much alike, though far apart ; 

Fortune we front, nor find her way hard. 
Strenuous both in field, in mart, — 

We work tremendously, and play hard. 
And well you link us heart to heart, 
_, Dur modern Bayarp. 

Sans peur et sans reproche” we say 

Of you, as of the Frenchman knightly. 
ess militant than his our day, ‘ 

Yet you can hold your own, politely ; 
And serve your land in your own way, 

Bravely, vet brightly. : 
He. at the Battle of the Spurs, 

lo his own prisoner surrendered. 





Well, we are all your prisoners, 
By our own hearths, warm and well-fen- 
dered. 
You leave kind thanks with England! Hers 
Are hereby tendered! 
Ambassador of Peace, farewell ! 
You’ve honoured England, 
knows it. 
Your time is up; ‘tis sad to tell ; 
We're sorry that you have to close it. 
Still Peace’s victories may you swell! 
And so, Sir—Prosit !!! 


she 


and 








CONCERNING PALMISTRY. 
(By One who has looked into it.) 


Wuart do I think of it? Well, it is cer- 
tainly very curious. Have I had any im- 
— event foretold? Why, certainly— 

was warned that I would soon have to 
turn my back upon my home, and within a 
week I left town for a month’s sojourn at 
the seaside. 

Has my past been revealed to me? 
Again, yes. I was told that I had got over 
a great disappointment. That was true 
enough, and I had said nothing about my 
marriage. 

Was I ever foretold truthfully great good 
luck? Again the affirmative. It was sail 
that I should have “much relief attended 
by considerable pecuniary profit.” And al- 
most heosedietiie I heard that my tailor, 
to escape bankruptcy, had emigrated to 
Australia. 





vor, 


exit. 





be for you! 


Have I heard anything about my line of 
life? Yes, that I shall live until Lam over 
a hundred. This I fancy will surprise my 
doctor, who, however, is a pessimist in 
matters of health. 

And what is my general opinion about 
it? Well, corsidering all things—and I 
am told that my hand reveals a really mag- 
nificent intellect—I truly believe that there 
must be something in it! 





On the Red Sea. 


Miss Decima de Lackland (to Captain 
Midas Millo, who has been “ going strong” 
ever since Brindisi). Oh! how 1 wish we 
had met twelve months ago! [Sighs. 

Captain. Why so? 

Miss Decima. Because, you know, this 
isn’t leap year. [Sighs again. 

(Did you rise?” asked a friend sub- 
sequently of the Captain, who describea 
the incident with much gusto. “Rise!” 
cried the Captain. “Rather, and hooked 
it!) 


Meant as a Compliment. 

Shakspeare Smith (to Miss Lagushe, after 
production of his new comedy). And what 
did you think of my little piece the other 
night ? 

Miss Lagushe. I didn’t the least 
attention to the play. All thought was, 
what a cruel ordeal the performance must 
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A GREAT BIG SHAME. 


Surety, Mr Butt, in THIs YEAR OF DIAMOND JUBILEE YOU WILL BUILD SOME BETTER HOME FOR HER THAN THESE SHEDS AND CELLARS,” 


Punch (to John Bull). “ 
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A PAIR OF KIDS AND A HERO. | 


j On Tuesday, March 16th, the play of The Two Little Vaga- | 
onds will attain its 200th performance, and Mr. ALsert Avous- | 
us Gitmer, of the Princess’s Theatre, is to be heartily con- | 
gratulated on having got together a company that plays so 
—e this strong melodrama of the genuine old Porte St 

Martin-Surrey-cum-Adelphi type, in five acts and eight scenes, 
lasting from eight till eleven. with the excitement kept up 
until the fall of the curtain. Miss Sypney Farrproiner, cer- 
tainly a name of good omen in this instance, gives a most artisti- 
cally pathetic rendering of Wally, the “ weaker brother” vaga- | 
bond; and Miss Kare Tynpauu plays Dick, the hale and hearty | 
boy, ina thoroughly boyish style: and this is the greatest praise | 
possible. The three villainous loafers, represented by Messrs. 
GURNEY, W ALKER, and CoLEMAN, are repulsively clever; their 
make-up is most artistic, and their acting most natural. 
Probably it will run on for another hundred nights. 

At the Avenue Theatre, Nelson’s Enchantress, by Rispen Home 
(a ame associated in the song with “England, Home, and 
Beauty, representing, evidently, Netson, the dramatist, and 
Lady Hamriton), affords Mr. Forses Ropertson an opportunity 
of showing how closely he can make up to resemble NELSON, 
and how touchingly he can represent the last dying moments 
of England’s naval hero. Beyond this the materials at hand 
have been thrown away. The dramatist should have dealt 
with Netson as the author of Madame St. Géne has done with 
NAPOLEON ; and surely the career of Lady Hamitrton offers as many 
dramatic egpereatsints as does that of the French washerwoman. 
As it is, Netson’s enchantress hasn’t a chance ; and if Mrs. 
Patrick Campnett ever thought she had it in this piece, it is 
she, and not the author, who is to blame. Critics and public 
unite in blaming authors when there is a failure, and never lay the | 
blame on the shoulders of managers or actors. The drametist 
is invariably “the whipping boy.” The attraction for the public | 
at the Avenue is to see how Mr. Forses Rosertson and Mrs. 
Patrick Campsett look as Nelson and Lady Hamilton. 











Natural History.—The bear at the Westminster Aquarium 
must have been worth a “monkey,” seeing that the jury in the 
recent case awarded 5001. damages. 


WHERE ARE THE MOTORS OF YESTERYEAR? 


(Some Theories as to their disappearance.) 


Tuat like Hans Breitmann’s “barty,” they have taken the 
automatic bit between their teeth and moted away into the 
ewigkeit. 

That they have been bought up by the Amalgamated Cab- 
Drivers’ Union, or whatever it is, to serve as playthings during 
the enforced leisure of strike periods, 

That, after their pretty universal break-down on the openin 
day last November, they are being generally overhauled, - om 
up, deodorised, and having the rattle taken out of them. 

That they will only appear once a year, at the Lord Mayor's 
Show, to increase the hiferity of the London crowd. 

That they are being carefully preserved in sawdust or cotton- 
wool, in order that they may be produced as objects of historic 
interest, or monuments of inventors’ incapacity, at the centenary 
of the much-boomed “ Emancipation Day” in 1996. 

That they have all started off for the North Pole, as their 
drivers affect nautical costume. 

That they are lying low, till the County Council provides us 
with a decently straight and broad street in London, and one 
where the pavement is left undisturbed for two consecutive days. 

That they are being converted into steam-rollers, or flying- 
machines. 

That they have been acquired by the War-Office, in order to 
strike terror in the hearts of possible invaders, or to transport 
our microscopic army from the base to the front in time of 
hostilities. The Cavalry will then become the Mounted Auto- 
motry, after the fashion of the early British war-chariots, the 
horses, if any survive, being put inside. 

That they are being used as bath-chairs in Little Pedlington 
super-Mare or some other quiet seaside resort. 

at they are being fitted with poles and shafts, so that horse 
or donkeys may be harnessed to them. 

That we shall see them all on Hampstead Heath on Easte: 
Monday. most probably as boat-swings or steam-roundabouts. 

That they have privately exploded and are in smithereens, or, 

Lastly, that they have been broken up by their owners and sold 
as old iron. 
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‘HOW DREADFULLY sTouT THE GENERAL Is GETTING!” 






“VICTORIA VICTIS.” 

Deak Ma. Puncu,—Seeing that various 
Victorian Exhibitions have been arranged 
at the Crystal Palace, Earl’s Court, and 
elsewhere, where memorials of Her Ma- 
sesty’s glorious reign are to be on view, 
I venture to ask whether you think there 
would be any possibility of disposing of 
my unequalied collection of documents 
commencing “Victoria by the grace, 
&c.”? I cam guarantee them to be abso- 
lutely true specumens, and I will also vouch 
that, extending as they do over at least a 
quarter of a century, they have cost me 
a very large sum of money to bring to- 
gether. ‘they would form a splendid 
monument to the integrity and courage ot 
the legal profession in all its branches, as 
well as to imexhaustible gold-mining re- 
sources of the regions round about Temple 
Bar. These returns are not “ salted,” the 
only “salted” being in connection with 
them was Yours expectantly, 

An Op Birp. 


tN \yiaita®’ \\ 


ly 


Highflyer Club, W. 





From the Boards to the Booth. 
{Miss Apa Waxo, a well-known actress, has aban- 
doned the stage for the Saivauion Army. } 

No tragic fire may light her brow, 
No loud applause her passion soothe ; 
She’s left the grand old playhouse now, 
But, still an actress, joined a Booth! 


Too Goov vo se Trus.—The “ French 
A Expert” of the Daily Telegraph says that 
_ a diminutive and charming turban im tulle 


j } c 
\\ \ ae / = 
\W\\\ if ca 
\" Y/; ‘ } 
a / i) - me Va festoons, with pearls and a grafe, from 


which rises a graceful Paradise plume, is 
one of the theatre-going novelties. is 
head-covering ought instantly to be called 


‘Yes, isn’? If FORTUNATE! OTHERWISE HE WOULDN'T BE ABLE TO WEAR ALL nis |“ Madame des Stalles,” and ordered by the 


Mepais!” 





Lord Chamberlain for use at all matinees. 





THE WOTHERSPOONS. 


A Srory in Scenes 
Ill. 


Scent—The Drawing-room of Seencen and Henrierra Worner 
SPOONS house in Shejield Gardens, Campden Hill. On the walls, 

vt old prints and miniatures ; the paper and hangings faded but 

harmoniwus ; furniture, old-fashioned and severe, though of good 
design. Miss Wornenspoon is sitting by the fire, which a homely, 
middle-aged parluur-maid is making up. i 


Miss Woth. Past seven! Why, your Master used to be home 


long before this, Maria. 

Maria I’ve never known him so late, Miss—and the night 
you ‘ve come home and all! But it’s my belief he’s been kep’ at 
the office by business, or somethink o’ that. He hasn’t seemed 
himself this last day or two. 

Miss Woth. (to herself). He can’t have heard already! 
(Aloud.) What makes you think that, Marta ? : 

Maria. He’s been so restless and excited like, and then he 

won't take proper care of himself—sends his dinner down hardly 
touched, till Cook, she’s almost broken-’arted about it. And 
what ’s the good of my putting out his thick flannel vests now the 
mornings are turning chilly, if he won’t put ’em on? I’m sure 
I’m thankful to have you back, Miss, for he’s not fit to be left 
alone, and 7’ve got no authority over him! 
‘ Miss Woth. (te herse lf). How selfish I’ve been ! (To Maria.) 
There’s your Master at last. I hear his key. Run down, 
Mania, and make him change his shoes, and tell him I’m up here. 
(To herself, alone.) I’ve a great mind to slip upstairs. fhat a 
coward Lam, afraid to meet my dear, good brother Spencer, who 
never in all his life— ! ' 

Spencer (entering, with rather laboured cheerfulness). Ah, Erra, 
my dear! Home at last, eh? (They embrace.) Delighted to 
have you back again. Uncommonly lonely here all by myself. 
(To himself.) Can’t tell her the very first thing! . 


Henrietta (to herself). There is something in his manner! 
| ( Aloud.) How—how late you are, SPENCER, ter! 

|_ Spen. (to himself). 1 might lead up to it now. (Aloud.) Why, 
| I’m afraid I am, rather. The fact is, I—I had to go down to 
|Shepherd’s Bush to—to see a friend. (Abruptly.) You've 
scarcely told me anything about Scarborough. Any pleasant 
people at the boarding-house ? 

Henr. (to herself). He hasn’t heard. If I could only— 
(Aloud.) Oh, yes, one—I mean—one or two, very pleasant 
people. But about yourself, Spex, haven't you found it dread- 

\fully dull in town ? 

Spen. Not so dull as it might have been, my dear. I managed 
to——- Did you have a comfortable journey home? 

Henr. Yes, 1—I was very well looked after. Spencer, have 
you walked up to town through the Gardens, as you promised, 
every morning ’ 

Spen. (guiltily). Every morning, my dear. And very delight- 
ful I found it. Wonderful how the trees have kept their foliage. 
Then the air’s been so mild. Why, one could sit about in t 
shade as if———! 

Henr. Was that quite prudent of you, Spencer—if what I’ve 
heard is true? 

Spen. (alarmed). Prudent. Why, what have you heard, Errta, 
what have you heard ? 

Henr. You ought to remember, Spen, that it’s not as if you 
were a young man, and any sudden change—— 

Spen. Ah, my dear, you may well call it sudden. I’m sure 
that if anyone had told me a week ago that one of us would 
would ever contemplate matrimony, I should have laughed in his 
face. I don’t laugh now, Erra, my dear, I don’t laugh now. 

Henr. (to herself, conscience-stricken). Someone has told Lim! 
(Aloud.) But—but are you very unhappy about it, dear? 

Spen. Unhappy? No, my dear. Love is natural to us all. 
We may resolve to do without it, shut it out of our lives alto- 
gether, but if we do, Ertra, we miss the thing that’s most worth 
‘living for. I’ve come to see that. 














| tor the goose is 





| Lord CoLesHarts, and he could hardly be that unless 
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Henr. Dear Sren! I never, never expected you would take 
that view! 

Spen. Ah, Erra, Love finds us all out sooner or later—sooner 
or later. There’s no safeguard against him—not even advancing 
years. 

” Henr. (hurt). Advancing years! 
strongly, Sren! 

Spen. (pleased). Well, perhaps it is, perhaps it is. And after 
all, if you don’t think the—er—disparity serious, why should I? 
My only fear was that a third person——- 

Henr. (eagerly). But that would make no difference in our 
relations, SpeN. We should go on living here, exactly as before 

only there ’ll be three of us instead of two! 

Spen. Yes, yes; and you’ll have a companion while I’m away. 
Three ’s company and two’s—no, I don’t mean that precisely, 
but you understand. 

Henr. (hugging him enthusiastically). I do indeed, you dear 
good, generous Spex. How little I knew you! 


That’s putting it a little 


To think that I 
was afraid you might——- Oh, you don’t know how thankful 
1 am! 

Spen. But my—my dear girl, it’s I who should—— _ I assure 
you 1’m astounded, absolutely astounded by a consideration 
which—which I hardly expected. 

Henr. Surely you never expected that I would leave you as long 
as you wanted me. He would never wish that. 

Spen. The poor old Dad? No; he bought this house with the 
idea that it would be a home for both of us after he was gone. 
l’ve often heard him say so. 

Henr. Yes. But I wasn’t thinking of poor father just then. 
I meant ritz would never wish to separate us. 


Spen. (bewildered). Oh, Fritz would never wish it. And— 
and who the dickens is Fritz? 
Henr. 1 forgot I hadn’t told you his name. Why, your 


future brother-in-law, Seen. You might have guessed that! 

Spen. (blankly). I might have guessed—yes. So—so you’re 
going to be married, Henrietta ? 

Henr. Why, of course! What else have we been talking 
about all this time ? 

Spen. (to himself). She has no idea of my—— (Aloud.) To 
be sure. I didn’t quite—— Afraid I’m rather stupid this even- 
ing, my dear. But about this fellow Frirz. Who is he? How 
did you come to meet him ? 

Henr. He sat next to me at table at Marina House. 
is Fritz VON GuBLER. 

Npen. (with disapproval). What! a German ? 

Henr. Oh, he speaks English quite beautifully, without the 
slightest—with scarcely any accent! And he’s of Austrian de- 
scent. He belongs to a very old family who settled in Switzer- 
hed con ago. Indeed, he could use the title of Baron if 
ne Uke, 

NSpen. Then why doesn’t he like ? 

Henr. Oh, Switzerland’s such a democratic country. 
pose a title is no use there. 

Spen. Well, there’s some sense in that, if he’s not in a posi- 
tion to keep it up. 

Henr. He’s in a very good position. 


His name 


I sup- 


He’s a great friend of 


Spen. But what does he do for a living ? 
Henr. Nothing; he has property of his own—enough to live 


| on, at all events. 


Spen. Well, you know your own affairs best, Erra, and of 
course, if you’ve made up your mind to marry some stout, 


| elderly foreigner—— 


Henr. But he isn’t stout—and he’s not elderly. Why, he’s 


| not much over thirty! 


| pardon. 


Spen. Thirty! Why, bless my soul, Erra, do you mean to 
Say - (Hastily.) I beg your pardon, my dear, I beg your 
I’m afraid I’ve no right to—— (T'v himself.) It does 
make it easier to tell her! 

Henr. When once you know Frirz—and you will very soon, 
Spencer. I—I’ve asked him to come to dinner to-morrow 


; « vening. 


Spen. To-morrow? Why—er—the fact is, I’ve asked Menoy 
to dine with us to-morrow. 

Henr. Mercy ? 

Spen. I was about to tell you, my love, when we got talking of 
other matters. Mercy is the name of the lady who is going to 
be my wife. 

Henr. Your wife, Spencer! 
oor 

Spen. And why not, Erra, my dear, why not? What’s sauce 
No, that’s not quite the way to put it. | 
mean that if you decide to take such an important step, you have 
no right to blame me for—er—following your exam 

Henr. But I don’t blame you, Sren, dear. 


What, you are going to marry, 


= 
t’s rather— 








} 


SONGS AND THEIR SINGERS. 'No. XIl. 





especially just at first- 


But I’m delighted, really delighted. 


For of course I know you would never choose anyone I shouldn't 


thoroughly approve ot ! 


cou 


Spen. 1—I hope not, my dear, ” 
fa only be quite sure that she ’d look at it in the right way! 


Thope not. (7'o himself.) II 


[A silence ; each waits for the other to speak. 





PARALLEL 


PASSAGES ; 


Or, Dickens anv Mopern Dirtomacy, 


‘* |WILLnot, however, disguise 
from your Excellency that my 
instructions require me to warn 
you that, in case of refusal by 
kis Majesty’s Government, the 
Great Powers have irrevocably 
determined not to hesitate at 
any means of compulsion (4 ne 
reculer devant aucun moyen de 
contrainte) if at the expiration 
of the delay of six days the 
withdrawal of Greek ships and 
troops from Crete has not been 
effected. I have, &c.” 

Identical Note to the Greek Minister. 


“ALLOW me to express a hope 
that you won't reduce me t ex- 
tremities; in saying wich 
merely quote wot the nobleman 
said tothe fractious penny wiukle, 
ven he vouldn’t come out of his 
shell by means of a pin, and he 
conseqvently began to be afeared 
that he should be obliged to 
crack him in the parlour door,” 

Sam Weller to Mr, Winkle, 





Wait for Age. 


Seventeen. “Is marriage a failure? 
dear, when as long as myself you 


Seven-and-T'wenty. “ My 
have ta 


I should like to know!” 


You will not need much demonstration to show bs 
That the only true failure is—not getting married! 


A most satisfactory stage direction at the Lyceum :—“ Re- 


enter Sir Henry Inavine as Richard the Third.” 





salutes him, and congratulates him on his recovery. 


Punch 


Mr. 
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Child Guest to Child Host. Wart, Norv REMEMBER ME? Wuy, I was your Morner’s 


PAGE AT HER WEDDING! 


EXCURSIONS IN VERSE. 
(ln Hansom Cabs.) 


Tur looking-glass, no doubt, was planned 
For lovely woman, winsome lass 
Stern men, of course, have ever banned 
The looking-glass. 


Yet you may see a screaming farce, 

If on the kerb you take your stand, 
And watch the hansom cabs that pass. 

They constitute the happy land 
Where unobserved—he thinks, poor 

ass |!— 
Vain man admires on either hand 
A looking-glass ! 


———-—_—= ——— 


——— 








THE CHANNEL BAROMETER. 


Very fair.—Really delightful. Nothing 
could be pleasanter. Sunshine. Ozone. 
Does everyone a world of good. Would 
not miss such a passage for worlds. 

Fair.—Yes; it is decidedly an improve- 
ment upon a railway carriage. Room to 
move about. I don’t in the least mind the 
eighty odd minutes. If cold, you can put 
on a wrap, and there you are. 

Change. — Always thought there was 
something to be said in favour of the 
Channel Tunnel. Of course, one likes to 
be patriotic, but the movement in a 
choppy sea is the reverse of invigorating. 





Wind.—There should be a notice when 
a bad passage is expected. It’s all very 
well to describe this as “moderate,” but 
that doesn’t prevent the beastly waves from 
running mountains high. 

Stormy.—It is simply disgraceful. Would 
not have come if I had known. Too de- 
pressed to say anything. Where is the 
steward ? 

Gale.—Why—was—I—ever—born ? 








SPORTIVE SONGS. 

The Amateur Prima Donna of an Irish Opera 
having asked a candid admirer to give his 
opinion of her performance, he complies with 
her request, 

You looked, I must confess, divine, 

A goddess in a golden wig ; 

Your bearing, too, was superfine. 
How solemnly you danced that jig! 

A pavane or a minuet 
Might well have matched your stately air. 

I smiled to see your face so set. 

*Twas not the look you’re wont to wear ! 


I noticed that your laugh was hard, 

And had a strange metallic twang ; 
And surely you belied the bard,— 

Who wrote the ballads that you sang ? 
I’m sure he never meant that air 

About the Minstrel and the Moon 
Should be delivered like a prayer 

That some old witch would love to croon ! 


Nor did he wish, I note again, 
In that duet about the Gide, 
That you should take the wrong refrain 
And steal the luckless tenor’s words. 
Nor did he rhyme, in verse absurd, 
** Killarney ” with ‘‘ my lover’s cot.” 
But then perhaps, as no one heard, 
The slaughtered stanza mattered not. 


*T was well the great composer’s ear 
Was far away upon this night ; 
For had he present been, I fear 
He scarce could deem his senses r.ght. 
Not but that like an errant cat 
Your voice upon the roof would be, 
You never got above A flat, 
Although you tried for Upper C! 


I hope you didn’t speak your lines,— 

They had so oft a foolish ring! 
And with them mingled constant signs 

Of someone talking in the wing! 
You so broke up the author's wit, 

That thrice your prattle found full stop ; 
In short you made your greatest hit 

When on the boards you made that flop! | 


Well, there, I’ve done my task at last ! 
My cruel criticism ’s done. 

You ’ll read this angry and aghast, 
Then let me add I write in fun! 

So, pray, your wrath and tears assuage. 
You were all charming I must own! 

But still I'd like, with righteous rage, 
To kick that beastly baritone ! 








From our OWN IRREPRESSIBLE JOKER 
(doubtless in hiding).—“I see that the 
recent Hackney Show was held at Isling- 
ton. Surely, in common fairness and re- 
ciprocity, there ought to be an Islington 
Exhibition at Hackney? I also note that 
there is to be a cookery demonstration at 
Niagara Hall. Let us hope that it will be 
a peck-culinary success.” 
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| TENDER MERCIES! 


Dame Evrora (to Lirrie Crere). ‘‘ DON’T CRY, MY LITTLE MAN. I’VE ASKED THIS NICE, KIND 
TURKISH POLICEMAN TO STAY AND TAKE CARE OF YOU!” 


- [“* It appears to me, and I believe it appears to all the Powers, that it would be a rash act to at once withdraw the Turkish troops, who me really 
¢ only safeguard against disorder.” — Lord Salisbury in House of Lords, Tuesday, March 2.) 
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A DOUBTFUL COMPLIMENT. 


Wife. ‘‘ Wet, FREDDIE DEAR, HOW DO YOU THINK MY_ Domino 
SUITED ME?” 

Husband, ‘‘To PERFECTION, MY DEAR! N&VER SAW YOU LOOK 
80 WELL! IN FACT, YOU OUGHT ALWAYS TO WEAK ONE!” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS, 


(Being some selections from the Correspondence between Mr. Robert 
Roundabout, his Nephew at Cambridge, and others.) 


No, 1X.,—Or Bumps anp Bump-Surrers—Or a Visit to Town— 
Or LEciUkE-kvoMs—OF Aa Ovovusin's ENGAGEMENT, 


Dear Unote Bos,—Of course you’ve seen in the papers that 
we made our four bumps alright, we caught St. Luke’s in forty 
strokes but they wouldn’t acknowledge it so we had to row on 
till we ran right over their riggers and nearly swamped them, if 
we had had another night for racing we should have gone head 
for a moral as St. Michael’s were only half a length away from 
St. Luke’s when we caught them, still we shall get our oars given 
us for making a bump every night which is something. I didn’t 
get cooked any night except Thursday when we had an awfully 
tough job of it and didn’t catch them till after the Railway 
Bridge and there was a wind against us in the Long Reach but | 
made up my mind I’d stick to it till I was blind and at last we 
did it with a rattling spurt. I could always tell when we were on the 
top of another boat use little Pickrorp our cox got quite 
purple in the face and foamed at the mouth and ameell all 
sorts of rot, I thought he’d go mad and he’s as proud as a pea- 
cock because he thinks it was all his doing and we all tell Lies 
he’s a cert for coxing the Varsity next year. The Mater and 
Atice and Aunt Mar@aket came up on the Friday and saw us 
make our bump at Ditton and I think the Mater was pleased be- 
cause she waved at me like anything, but she cried a little after- 
wards she sometimes does. It was very jolly going out of train- 
ing and we had a grand bump-supper with any amount of Jobster 
mayonaze and lots of tarts and ice puddings, we had plenty of 
champagne too and we were all very omy 2A nobody got buffy 
ouly excited. Btapes and Wiis0n who are rowing in the Varsity 
came in afterwards and sat with us for about twenty minutes and 
Babes made a ripping speech the best I ever heard, he said he 
didn’t want better chaps than us to row behind him next May 
races and we had upheld the traditions of the old Boat Club, he ‘s 
a splendid man and we’re all ready to do anything in the world 
for him. My eye I doh I shall row in our May boat. You 
were quite right, uncle Hos, rowing is simply grand and I’m 
awfully glad I took it up. Besides you get to be good friends 
with such a lot of real good fellows. Tatters is quite well, he 
enjoyed the races immensely and ran along with us every night 








yelling and barking, he was delighted with the rattles and seized 
one aoe | =; nant —e ran off with it I never saw a dog 
so ‘ a fight this morning wit other fox-terrie 
pod the best of x ie = — 
Look here uncle Bos could you put me up over Sunday if I 
could get leave to come to town next Saturday. We might do a 
theatre together. I think they ’d give me leave if you wouldn't 
mind writing a letter as they 're quite pleased with the way I've 
been working this term. should like to see you again very 
much, Your affectionate nephew Jack. 


(Answer to the preceding. ) 


My pear Jack,—I am naturally much touched by your as- 
surance that you would like to see me again. In these callous 
and calculating days it is something to know that one can always 
rely on the genuine affection of a nephew—and such a nephew. 
How shall I worthily entertain the laurelled hero of four trium- 
phant bumps? Wiil he who has tasted the blazing joys of these 
victories, who has revelled im the fierce but (as | see by your 
letter) unintoxicating delights of an ice- ing and c pagne 
bump-supper, and has, glory of glories, been on the back 
by a rowing Biue—wiil such a one, I ask myself, content jhimself 
with the humble fare provided by the chef at Brooxs’s, even 
though it be followed by an excursion to the Gaiet eatre, 
where, they tell me, the sacred lamp of burlesque still burns as 
brightly as ever? Yes, perhaps he will. And in any case, my 
dear Jack, I shall be proud to put = up on Saturday and to do 
what I can for your amusement. You have been working well, 
and even Apollo—but you know how that god deals with his 
bow. So I enclose a letter for you to show to your tutor so that 
his stony heart may be moved to grant you leave over next 
Sunday, I undertaking, as you will notice, to look after your 
welfare, and to send you back unharmed to the lap of your 
Alma Mater on Monday morning. 

You have my heartiest congratulations on your four bumps. 
They are a grand send-off for you on your rowing career, You 
n not imagine that because we are old fellows we have ceased 
to care for such things. Why, these are the very things that we 
delight in, and by such victories you youngsters warm our hearts. 
We too have been in Arcadia, and as we send our minds back 
over the years our pulses stir again with the splendour of those 
past aquatic tussles when we swung and spurted and panted and 
shut our teeth and spurted again while the yells and the tumult 
of the crowd raced with us along the bank. These happy days, 
the grip of our friends’ hands, their cheers, and our own un- 
alloyed delight are what we most remember when lecture-rooms 
and examinations and—— [I shall not finish this sentence, for 
after all I reverence lecture-rooms, and I abide by examinations. 
They are to me a part of the great British constitution—two 
words, by the way, which I have heard men articulate with diffi- 
culty after a bump-supper. No more of this. 

You will have heard the news of the engagement of your 
cousin ApgLarpe to Captain Brunton, but you may not know the 
details of the interesting event. They were staying at Short- 
lands, and there the Hussar proposed. She asked for time, she 
wished to consider, the surprise was so great, Thereupon the 
Captain became gloomy, and went out with a double-barrelled 

un. ADELAIDE Geoome alarmed. Horror of horrors! Did her 
Ser meditate suicide? She rushed after him. Soon she heard 
two shots in rapid succeysion. What terrible determination! 
Her worst fears were confirmed, she sank down on a convenient 
bank, where the Captain, who shortly afterwards arrived with two 
dead rabbits, found her in a flood of tears, and obtained her con- 


sent to their early union. There’s romance for you. I look for- 
ward to seeing you on Saturday. . 
»B. 


Your affectionate uncle, 


«“ JEANNE, JEANNETTE, AND JEANNETON.” 
(Written by a Seafaring Man with a “J” Pen.) 


I nad a little sweetheart and her name was “Simple Jang,” 
Heigho! her conduct was immoral ! c 

She laughed at my solicitude and revelled in my pain. 
Well! well! we both agreed to quarrel! 

Then next I met a damsel, who was known as “ Jolly Jenny,” 
Ha! ha! she made the pieces cosy 

She always spent a sovereign when I possessed a penny, 
So! so! I said I would be single! 

And then I loved another maid, they called her “ Gentle Janet,” 
Ah! me! her temper was her mother’s! 

But now she’s left this wicked world to join a blessed planet, 
Heigho! why, hang it! I’m another's! 








Apmirat Rawson’s Summary.—Ben-in and come out. 
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A CHECK. 


M. F. H. (riding up to old Rustic, with the intention of asking him if he has seen the lost Fox). ‘‘ How LONG HAVE YOU BEEN WORK- 


G nene, Master?” Old Rustic (not seeing the point), ** Nieu 


upon Sixty Year, Mister!” 











OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


“Tur Temple Classics” are gems of print and binding. Add to 
this, they are both companionable and pocketable,—honestly so, 


of course. J. M. Dent & Co. of Aldine House have just 


brought out Le Morte Darthur in this dainty series. 

All lovers of romance will thank me for strongly recommend- 
ing to their immediate attention the simple yet powerfully dra- 
matic story by Max Pemaerton, entitled, Christine of the Hills. 
There is not in it one line of description too much, nor is 
there any pause in the action. The characters are clearly and 
forcibly drawn, and the only puzzle for the reader is, how came 
the ancient mariner, the “Old Sinner of Sebenico,” who nar- 
rates the tale, to have obtained such an intimate knowledge of 
all the details he so graphically describes? “There are few that 
have my tongue, Excellency,” quoth the wily old rascal, who was 
going to be treated to a aol dinner before entertaining his 
entertainer. 

A delightful edition of dear old Izaak Watton’s Compleat 

ingler, edited by Ricuarp te GaLLIENNe, and charmingly illus- 

trated by Epmunp H. New, has been brought out by enterprising 
Joun Lane, of The Bodley Head. The Gallienic remarks are 
original, and the illustrations all New. Delightful are the quaint 
pictorial reminders of Waltham and its Abbey, of Theobalds, and 
the house built long ago on the site of Theobald’s Palace, called 
“Thibbald’s Place,” which, without any breach of confidence, 
it may be now and here mentioned, was the scene of many of 
the events recorded in a certain small work entitled Happy 
Thoughts. “Well does the Happy-Thought writer remember,” 
says the Baron, “the house and the garden, so faithfully repre- 
sented in this present edition of The Compleat Angler at p. fit, 
where many of the happiest of Happy Thought hours were spent. 
Most dear, also, to the same poor scribbler’s memory is the shady 
lane (p. 94) that led up to that quaint old house.” By no one 
will this book be more enjoyed than by the writer of this brief 
netice. 


NansEN, the explorer, has been taken up by a Constable, that 
is, by Constaste & Co. of Westminster, which firm has pub- 
lished, in two big volumes, well illustrated, the story of the 
Norwegian Polar Expedition undertaken by Dr. Frrptrsor NaNnsEN. 

*T was o’er the northern ice, 
Brave boys, 
We made for NavsEn’s goul ; 
But we had to tack, 
And to home come bark, 
As we did not find that Pole, 
Brave boys, 
We could not climb that Pole! 

There they were, all ready, aye ready, with their books and 
diaries, to act on Cap’en Cuttle’s advice, and the Pole, “ when 
found,” they would have “ made a note of.” 

What pluck! what endurance! “Strange things came up to 
look at them!” and “proud” as the ancient admiral were they 
all “of such a bonnie bark” as was The Fram. 

During the three years they were away walruses and bears 
became as “a drug in the market”; while monsters were mono- 
tonous. They did not encounter a Caliban, and fortunately 
were not encumbered by the presence of a T'rinculo and Stephano. 

The historic meeting between Stanitey and Dr. Livingstone 
finds its parallel in that of Nansen and Jackson. 

Two solitaries meet on an ice plain. 

“ Aren’t you Nansen?” asks Jackson, quite casually, as if he 
had come across him accidentally in a club smoking-room. 

“Yes, I am,” confesses the Arctic explorer, scorning all un- 
worthy subterfuge. 

“By Jove!” exclaims Jackson, “I am glad to see you.” __ 

It is “ simple comme bon jowr!” So commonplace as to remind 
us of Farmer Grorce saying to the louts at Gloucester New 
Bridge, “ Why, then let us have a huzzay!” And the whole 
narrative is so plainly told. Cheerfulness, ho; «fulness, and mar- 
vellous endurance, these are the notes of an explorer’s charac- 
ter; and these qualities were shared by Dr. Nansen and lis 





gallant companions. Tue Baron. 
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“ PRESENT—HUMPS!” 
(Address to Mr. Punch by a Constant Admirer.) 


Wuen Fortune frowns, and things go 
wrong, 
And life seems on the “slump,” 
To meet a hunchback’s more than gold, 
A certain road to luck, I’m told, 
To touch his hump. 


‘ 


And e’en if Fortune to one’s pile 
Keeps adding lump on lump, 
Lest she should change, one ought to try, 
Should one a passing hunchback spy, 
To touch his hump. 


Mere superstition? No one need 
To that conclusion jump. 

In truth a hunchback, as t state, 

Brings luck to all, both small and great, 
Who touch his hump. 


Prince of all hunchbacks, Mr. Punch, 
Each trick in life I’d trump, 

What cards soever might be in, 

If only once my hand might win 
To touch your hump! 


SUMMARY OF NEWS FOR MARCH. 
(Foreign Politics barred.) 


Tue weather has been changeable. Rain 
and gale much in evidence. Sunshine in- 
termittent, and resembling moonshine. 

The intelligence at Scotland Yard of the 
customary character. The police are under- 
| stood to be following a clue. 

Fashions much the same as ever. Epau- 
lettes on ladies’ dresses, and floral adapta- 
tions of the Tour Eiffel worn on the left of 
| low-crowned, narrow-brimmed straw hats. 
Dinners in aid of several charities are 
| being held. At more then one of them, 
somebody is mildly amusing about the pre- 
sent condition of the British drama. 

Novels are still produced at the rate of 
about one in five minutes. Of these, five 
per cent. are needed, and about three per 
cent, pay. 

There have been several accidents at 
| football, and the language on the golf links 
at Wimbledon and elsewhere is choice and 
distinetly vigorous. 

Letters about the early arrival of the 
cuckoo and the premature budding of ever- 
greens find their way to the waste-paper 
basket in the editorial sanctum. 

And lastly—freshest item of news of all 

Her Britannic Majesty Queen ANNE is 
said to be dead. 


In the Waterloo Road. 


| The Rev. Johnson Griggs (who has just 
| arrived from Somersetshire, to sportsman, 
hurrying to catch the train for Kempton 
Park). Could you kindly point out the 
way to Lambeth Palace ? 

Sportsman. Blest if I ever heard of the 
place! But if you follow your nose over 
W estminster Bridge, it ll bring you to the 
Aquarium, where the show’s swre to be 
twice as good. 

[Rushes off, leaving the Rev. J. G. 


speechless. 


“Bottom, THou art TRANSLATED.” —Our 
official obscurantists in Trafalgar Square 
and at South Kensington, the wiseacres of 
the “Cruet-Stand” and the “ Brompton 
Boilers.” have hit upon a new rendering of 
the old axiom, “ Ars est celare artem.” 
They translate it (very freely) as “ Art 
should be hidden in a cellar.” 


READY-MADE COATS(-OF-ARMS); OR, GIVING 'EM FITS! 
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Viscount S1-ni-y or THE ConGo. 


Arms : Quarterly ; Ist, two dwarfs of the forest of perpetual night proper, journalistically exploited 





o the nines; 2nd, a continent sable, crossed by a small white band issuant from the interior; dr¢d, a new 
york herald blowing a trumpet of his own in exultation over repeated columns of copy sensational to the 
last; 4th, a missionary of renown discovered in solitude near u-jiji sable, Crest; Out of a demi- 
terrestrial globe (southern hemisphere) a spread eagle proper emergent in his glory gorged with honorary 
degrees (south latitude), bearing in dexter claw an american flag, in sinister an union jack. Sup- 
porters: Dexter, a neutral monarch crowned, sceptred, and habited proper in a can’t-go-free state ; 
sinister, a publisher radiant charged in the arms with a colossal profit on the books of the present 





viscount. 





ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


ExTractrep rraom tHe Diary or Tony, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, March 1. 

Consecrated rule of debate in House ot 
Commons that if there appears on the 
Orders notice to move resolution on a par- 
ticular subject no Member may rush in and 
preoccupy the ground. This makes ob- 
vious opening for little bit of tactics. In 
ordinary way, private Members who can 
muster forty adherents may force the hand 
of the strongest Government, compelling 
debate on any subject by moving et 
ment of House in order to discuss it as a 
matter of urgent public importance. But, 
you see, if such action is apprehended it 
suffices for friend of Government to give 
notice of a resolution on the particular 
topic, which is straightway barred. 

Jowarp Vincent, the Friend of Man 
(including the Ministry), much annoyed by 
importunate Radicals raising embarrassing 
debates about Crete. Why can’t they 
leave it in hands of best of all Ministries ? 
Happy thought. Place amendment on 
paper promising to call attention to state 
of Crete and move resolution. 
spoil their little game,” Howarp Vincent 
said to Member for Sark. “ But a tricky lot, 
those Radicals; must be wary in dealing 
with them. If I confine my notice of mo- 
tion to Crete they ’ll break out in Mace- 
donia, or return to Armenia, or cut in at 





“That'll | 


Second motto ; ** Mr. Bpeaker, I presume?” (on very rare occasions). 


Constantinople. Will try and get round 
me somehow. I'll be even with them. 
Tell you what, I'll get a resolution made 
in Germany, warranted to beat them off at 
any point.” 

Experiment seemed to answer to a tin- 
tack. Never was seen such a notice ot 
motion (at the price). Didn’t seem to 
leave an opening through which a Radical 
might even peep at a perturbed Minis- 
try. Having carefully erased the mark of 
origin, H. V. placed resolution on the 
paper and felt that all was well. Had not 
forgotten any possible avenue of attack, 
not even the Balcaric Islands or the vexed 
Bermoothes. 

“Tf any Radical can crawl through that 
stockade,” he whispered to Kenvon-Stia- 
ney, “I forgive him. Wonderful fellows 
those Germans. When they undertake to 
make anything, from a hair-brush to a 
House of Commons resolution, they do it 
thoroughly.” 

“Right you are,” whispered back 
Kenyvon-Staney, and the windows in the 
adjoining church of St. Margaret rattled 
responsive. 

To-day Squire or Matwoop comes 
down prepared to move adjournment 
in order to discuss as matter of urgent 
public importance situation in Crete 
Has given Prince Artuvr notice of his 
intention. Gage of battle accepted; 
speeches prepared ; House crowded. And 
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A Guo(n)stiy Visrrant! 
( During the Discussion on the Voluntary Schools Bill.) 


Did Our Artist's eyes deceive him, or did Sir John’s astral body really emerge in the twilight 
and give form to his hidden feelings ? 


where’s Howarp Vincent's resolution, 
iron-bound, copper-bottomed, made in Ger- 
many, warranted for three years, unsink- 
ible. fire proof, bomb-proof, water-proof ? 
Why. the Speaker has ruled that there is 
nothing in it. Of no account whatever as 
bearing on motion for adjournment! Worse 
than all, a simple notice of three lines, made 
in London by Joun Ditton, effectually 
does what H. V. elaborately strove after 
It blocks the way for to-night, and being 
withdrawn the wicked Radicals will to- 
morrow have their way. Ignoring exist- 
of Howanp Vincent's masterpiece 
they will discuss Crete at length. 

Which only shows how uncertain is life, 
and how unaccountable its ways in the 
House of Commons. 


Business done (rot 
the Education Bill. 


ence 


into Committee on 


Tuesday.—This one of the occasions 
when the House, to which as a rule no- 
body is indispensable, misses Mr. Guap- 
stone. Debate admirable, Georce Curzon 
in particular rising to fullest 
Puslamentnn style yet reached by him, 
and the level has always been —_. 
only the unsurpassable, unapproachable fire 
of Mr. G. could fuse into magnificently 
molten mass the questions of Crete strug- 
ging to be free, of Greece stretching out a 
1zand to help, of the banded Powers with 
irresistible force thrusting it back. 

In the Father’s absence the House wel- 
comed with peculiar pleasure the interpo- 
sition of the Son. Hernert has earned the 
rare and enviable position that the House 
would willingly hear him speak oftener 
than he rises to address it. His early 


Parliamentary career was naturally, per- | 


haps gratefully, overshadowed by that 
great mountain Don Jose once adored. 
When the mountain disappeared, and there 
was chance for little hills to skip and hop, 
Hersert, resisting the temptation, set 
himself diligently to the work of First 
Commissioner, laying the foundation of en- 
during monument by carrying scheme for 
the opening up of Westminster Abbey and 
the Houses of Parliament by a broader 
vista from Partiament Street. Out of office 
he has relapsed into access of modest mien 
that covers sterling capacity 
surprised to find him at Table to-night 


championing the cause of Crete, hymning 
in glowing language the griefs of 
The Isles of Greece, the Isles of Greece, 
Where burning Sappho loved and sung, 
Where grew the arts of War and Peace, 
Where Delos rose, whence Bos Rein sprung. 


Business done Debate on Crete. 





height of | 


But | 


House quite | 





“ Championing the Cuuse of Crete.”’ 
Mr. H-rb-rt Gl-dst-ne. 
Another night in Committee 


Th ursday 
on Education Bill. Not exactly exhila- 
rating ; lacks the charm of the unexpected. 
| Only thing uncertain is at what particular 
|moment Prince Artuur will pounce. Re- 
|membering the burning indignation with 
| which Conservatives in Session of 1893 re- 
sented occasional application of closure, ’tis 
pretty to hear them hilariously cheer 
when to-day Prince Artuur drops down 
on critic of Education Bill with remark, 
““T beg to move that the question be now 
put.” 

“Odd,” says Sark, “how circumstances 
‘alter cases. When the Conservatives are 





in Opposition, they call the closure ‘the 
gag’; when they come into office, and find 
occasion to use it, they allude to it by its 
official name; whilst the Liberals, with 
equal heat and righteous indignation, in 
their turn talk about ‘the gag.’ When the 
Liberals come into power, things in this 
respect will be exactly reversed. Natural 
enough; what is marvellous is the un- 
feigned sincerity of conviction which at- 
tends achievement of crossing floor of the 
House. To-day, when Prince Artnur 

unces, Squire or Matwoop and Jonny 
onset flush with honest, pained indig- 
nation, just as in 1893 Prince Arraur 
and Don Jose blushed for their country 
when closure was moved in Committee on 
Home Rule Bill, Gentlemen of England 
massed behind them wringing their hands, 
lifting up their voice in long lamentation, 
‘Gag! gag!! gag!!!’ We’re a rum lot, 
when we come to think of it.” 

Business done. —Committee on Educa- 
tion Bill. 

Friday.— The vision of Jounston of 
Ballykilbeg is not bounded by the coast of 
Ireland. If a Conservative Flute Band, 
assured in the remoteness of Bellshill, 
think they can with impunity parade its 
streets, playing “ Protestant Boys,” “Boyne 
Water,” and “ Kick the Pope,” they have 
already discovered their error. It appears 
that the religious exercise was followed by 
a free fight, just as if Bellshill was the 
floor of the House of Commons. A Roman 
Catholic, the Lonp Apvocarts narrated, as- 
saulted two of the bandsmen, and was ar- 
rested, “the band afterwards retiring to a 
public-house.” Magistrates impartially 
convicted and imprisoned Protestants and 
Catholics. 

BaLLYKILBec wants to know whether 
playing Protestant tunes in the streets is 
contrary to the laws of Scotland? If so, is 
the Lorp Apvocate prepared to assent to 
an alteration in the law. 

Lorp Apvocate is not. BatiyKiLpec 
resumes his seat apparently discomfited, 
but actually successful in flashing on the 
walls of the House of Commons an inte- 
resting picture of the amenities of life in 
hitherto unrenowned Bellshill. 

Business done. — Admiral-General—or is 
it General-Admiral ?—Sir Craries Ditee, 
Bart., V.C., discourses at length on the 
condition of the Navy. A fortnight ago 
he displayed equal erudition and acumen 
in respect of the Army. Sark says he is 
equally all there on such trifles as Foreien 
nolities. and Local Government. The 
Admirable Cricnton was by comparison an 
overrated personage. 





A Damp Club Associate. 

Blynker (offer Slimper has left). I can’t 
stand that fellow at any price! He’s such 
a fearful wet blanket! 

Tiffkins. Yes, by Jove! His talk’s like 
sheets of rain! And he positively floods 
the smoking-room with it! 

Blynker. Well, let’s mix him and his 
jabber with two “fours”—neat! Then we 
shall be dry again! [ Agreed nem. con. 


Nore sy Darsy Jones.—As the spring 
approaches, evidence of regenerated exist- 
ence is given by two species of bi 
the layers of odds and the layers of eggs. 


Wuat tHe Lonpon County Councitior 
CANNOT Grasp.—The beauty of Chelsea 
Reach. 


New F.eer SIGNAL ACCORDING TO THE 
INTERNATIONAL Cope.—Cave Canea! 
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Sold only in l-ounce Packets and 2, 4, and 8-ounce, and 1-ib, Tins, 
which keep the Tobacco in Fine Smoking Condition, Ask at all Tobacco 
Sellers, Stores, &c., and take no other. 

The genuine bears the Trade Mark, “ NOTTINGHAM CASTLE,” on every Packet and Tin. 


PLAYER’S NAVY CUT CIGARETTES, 


_ — - , In Packets and Tins only, containing 12, 24, 5 ot 10, 
Catalogue and address of Local Agent post free. These Cigarettes can now be obtained in a new size, “ MAGNUMB,” in Pocket Tins of 18, 
| HE BAR-LOCK TYPEWRITER CO0., Ltd., 12, Queen Victoria St., London, E.C. and in 6's and 100’s. 
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| SAUCE has been known for more than 
FIFTY YEARS 
ALL OVER THE WORLD. 
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RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 


WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE. 
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and Export Oilmen generally. 
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PURE MALT VINEGAR, 

_ PICKLES, SAUCES, 
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DU BARRY’S 


REVALENTA FOOD 


Cures 


All disorders of the Stomach and Bowels, the Blood, the | 
Nerves, Lungs, Liver, Brain, Voice, and Breath—such as 
Constipation, Dyspepsia, Indigestion, Consumption, Diar- 
rhea, Dysentery, Influenza, Grippe, Acidity, Heartburn, 


Phiegm, Flatulency, Feverish Breath, Nervous, Bilious, 
Pulmonary, Glandular, Kidney and Liver Complaints, 
Debility, Cough, Asthma, all Fevers, Spasms, Impurities | 
and Poverty of the Blood, Ague; Rheumatism, Gout ; 


Nausea and Vomiting ; Eruptions, Sleeplessness, Atrophy, 


Wasting in Adults and Children. 50 years’ invariable suc- 


cess with old and young, even in the most hopeless cases. 
100,000 annual cures. 


PRICES.—DU BARRY’S REVALENTA ARABICA suitably packed for all 
Climates. In Tims of § Ib. at 2s.; 1 Tb., Se. 6d.; 2Tb., Gs. ; 5 Ib., 14s.; 12 Ib., 32s.; 
24 Ib., Gs w about 2d. per meal. All Tins carriage free at home and in France. | 
Also 
DU BARRY'S TONIC REVALENTA BISCUITS ensure sleep and nervous 


energy to the most restless and enfeebled. In Tims, 1 Ib., 3+. 6¢.; 2 Ib., 6s. DU 
BARRY AND ©O. (Limited), 77, Regent Street, London, W.; 14, Rue de 
Castigiione, Paris; 59, Rue du Rhéne, Geneva; and of all Grocers and Chemists 


in every part of the world. 






















Cheapest for Beef Tea. 
Goes furthest in the Kitchen. 


LIEBIG 
COMPANYS 
EXTRACT. 





Always look for the BLUE SIGNA- 
TURE. There are many imitations 

which have not the same flavour and 
| are not so carefully manufactured. 
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